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stirred up in the world been too overwhelming?
Are we to think of the real Ibsen not fighting for a
cause with his back to the wall, like Dr Stockmann,
but pusillanimously abandoning the struggle ? Not
like Haakon maintaining against all comers his" kingly
thought", but a Jarl Skule, a prey to doubts—doubts
of himself, and most fatal of all, doubts of his own
doubt ? On the other hand, we might ask : what if
Ibsen had been justified, when he said he was no
moralist intent on converting people, not a reformer,
whose sympathies were attached only to the people
who strangle lies and base their lives on the un-
compromising truth ? What if he were really what
he protested he was, a poet trying to present a corner
of Hfe as he saw it, across his own temperament, and
honestly determined to see all the sides that it
presented ? If this were so, there might be less reason
to be surprised at The Wild Duck.
For whatever The Wild Duck is, it is certainly a very
rich slice of life; no other of Ibsen's dramas is so
packed with observation and experience, with inter-
esting humanity as this. Here, moreover, he has
approximated most closely to the naturalistic canon;
perhaps, indeed, it is his one wholly naturalistic drama.
None of his works is peopled with such living,
unschematically conceived men and women as these—
I sometimes think Hjalmar Ekdal is the most perfectly
drawn in all the gallery of Ibsen's men and women.
In none is the dialogue more natural and convincing.
There are pages here—notably in the second act—
which seem to me to represent a highwater-mark in
modern dramatic prose.
If we will establish a link between The Wild Duck
and the dramas which preceded it, it may be found in
the thought expressed by Dr Stockmann in An Enemy
of the People, that all truth is relative—a thought which
had been elaborated by Strindberg in his great
historical drama, Master Olof— and that, by the time
any particular truth gets down to the understanding

